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to his spectacles. In the way the corners of his
mouth turned up before he spoke, whimsically
wrinkling his nose, and in his intent and amused
regard, there was a suggestion of the mockery of
a low immortal for beings who are fated earnestly
to frustrate themselves. His grin gave you the
uncomfortable feeling that it was useless to
pretend you were keeping nothing from him.

" Here goes/' said Hanson. " Never mind
Jessie. I've got something to tell you, Chief,
Fm leaving you this voyage."

Macandrew was instantly annoyed. " Going ?
Dammit, you can't. Look at the crowd I've got
now. You mustn't do it."

" I must. They are a thin lot, but you could
push the old Medea along with anything, Fve
got another ship. My reason is very good, from
the way I look at it."

Hanson turned his grin to me. He was going
to en joy the privilege of seeing his reasons deemed
unreasonable. " Don't think it's a better job
Fve got. It's worse. It's a very rummy voyage,
We may complete it, with luck. It's a boat-
running lunacy, and some mining gear. She's
called the Cygnet. I've been over her, and we